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Today was my day off from making hamburgers at the hospital. This meant that I only spent four
hours in the building. Even my boss questioned aloud why she bothers to give me time off. In the
afternoon I had to give a short lecture on compassion and empathy as hospital wide goals for the
year. A nurse interrupted, and she was summarily pushed out of a window. Compassionately, of
course. During the morning, I took my wife Lori for an m.r.i. Well, being the modern woman she is,
Lori took herself for the scan. I provided really good coffee with my payroll account. She didn’t marry
me for nothing. I found myself increasingly nervous for Lori and “mother henned” her to death after
the tests finished. Even if the scans don’t indicate anything, I still worry myself sick over her. This is
the nature of loving someone for life, I suppose. Late in the day, I was still thinking about her, hoping
and praying that all goes well, with the  The Roe Conn Show playing in the background. The topic 
was that moldy oldie, The John Edwards Baby Mama Saga. The story managed to mingle with
my own thoughts about Lori, as these messed up things do, and I began to wonder how anybody
could cheat on a spouse stricken with cancer.

If you aren’t familiar with the sordid story of Edwards’ affair with videographer Rielle Hunter, no
worries. The relationship  is to become a Broadway musical entitled Love In The Time Of Obama.
Edwards finally confirmed that Hunter’s child is his this morning. Never mind that the affair took
place so long ago that the Edwards/Hunter baby was born when “The kid is not my son” was a
popular song phrase. I’m not even getting into the details of the story. My biggest issue is that the
man fathered a child with another woman while his wife was between battles with breast cancer.
This being a fairly honest blog, the truth is that it could happen to any of us. Hey, I’m not above
posting underwear photos of Megan Fox, after all. Then again, this doesn’t have much to do with
physical beauty. Angelina Jolie could descend as if from the heavens at any point and it wouldn’t
change my feelings for Lori. No, it’s a deeper issue within the murderers row of unfaithful public
figures.

President Clinton, Senator Edwards, Steve Phillips, Tiger Woods. During the last year I’ve had fun
writing about their extramarital affairs, but the reality is that they all cheated with women of less than
astounding physical attractiveness. The only answer is sycophant-ism. Sometimes just the hint of
understanding and human warmth can make any of us upright knuckle draggers lose our composure
a bit. We like kind, smiling women who agree with us a lot. Sometimes we end up going to Costa
Rica (i.e., the Appalachian Trail) to find that level of sycophantic groupie. I don’t sympathize with
Edwards, or the way he’s handled this situation. There is part of me that wonders if he may have
been so ground down by years of watching his wife go through treatments that part of him snapped.
In other words, thank the compliment giver, shake hands (not in The Graduate sense) and move on.
Don’t listen to the spin from well wishers. Sure, like I would handle things any better. Onward and
Upward*

*Otto, the faithful editor of Spatula In The Wilderness has recently started pointing out that Onward
and Upward is a redundant phrase. Thanks Otto for pulling one needle-like redundancy out of the
haystack of mindless repetition that is this blog!
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